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the flat land, one slightly larger than the others, rising against
the blueness of the sky like three brown cones: the Pyramids
of Gizeh.

Turning from the quaysides, I came to a sight which is
astonishing even in a land famous for ruins: the remains of
the Roman fortress of Babylon. Buildings have been erected
on the top, clustering and hiding most of it; and within its
walls lies Old Cairo, a mass of tortuous lanes. One gateway
of the fortress is almost perfect. It lies between high, rounded
bastions, far down in the earth, and the present bed of the
Nile, which in Roman times was below the level of the gate,
is now above it. I think nothing more vividly illustrates the
great age of a building than to look down into a pit and see
far beneath the earth a dead roadway on which the feet of
men walked many hundreds of years ago. The old fortress of
Babylon, with its five courses of stone and three of brick, stands
like a piece of Europe in Africa, and even in its decay it seems
to cry the word " Rome " with a loud voice. Inside Babylon
are the hidden Christian churches of Old Cairo, whose
candles have shone through the darkest hours of Coptic
history.

I descended some steps which led down towards a furtive
little nail-studded postern which would not be out of place
in one of the dungeons of the Tower of London. It opens
protestingly with a wooden key about two feet long, called a
dabba. The old woman who opens it sighs and groans with
dramatic exaggeration as she pushes back the gate on its rusty
hinges, shrewdly eyeing the visitor as she asks alms, not for
the love of Allah, but for the sake of Jesus Christ and His
Blessed Mother, Sitt Mariam. Such is one's introduction to
the home of Christianity in Cairo.

I passed from the fierce sunlight of the quaysides into a
network of shadowy lanes where houses nod together in an
uncanny silence. The lanes were of beaten mud, the air was
stale, and the only people I met were old men and women
groping their way along the walls or peering out with pale eyes
from dark cellars. The lanes are too narrow for wheeled
traffic, and the busy jostling throng was absent which in the
East fills the narrowest lanes with life; and I went on between
the tumble-down old houses into a strange, deathly silence,
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